HENRY   HARLAND
books dealing with the Jewish life in the poorer districts
of New York. Nothing could be more striking than
the contrast between these earlier works and the delicate
artistry of the love romances—The Cardinal's Snuffbox^
My Friend Prospero, My Lady Paramount^ Grey Roses,
with which he won such a great success in England.
Though, in 1894, he had only just entered on the
thirties, his long hair, which was black and wild, had
already begun to be streaked with grey. He wore a
dark moustache which concealed his rather full lip and
a small beard, trimmed to a point, hid a somewhat
receding chin. His blue eyes and pallid skin lent some
colour to the notion that he was of Russian descent—a
notion he was never tired of fomenting, mysteriously
hinting at lofty but irregular parentage. Sometimes he
would speak darkly about Franz Joseph, and the interest,
the paternal interest, taken in him by that exalted per-
sonage. He would relate with a wonderful air of
verisimilitude how he had been a student in the Irish
College in Rome, and how he might certainly have had
a Cardinal's hat before he was thirty had he only pursued
his studies there. He had said all this for so long that
in the end he really came to believe it.
At this date Harland was not a Catholic, but, like
many other tumultuous or wayward spirits of the 'nine-
ties—Wilde, Dowson, Johnson, for example—he became
one before he died.
As a matter of fact, Harland, though an American by
birth, came of good old English seafaring stock, the
Harlands of Sprague Hall, Suffolk. About the year
1740, a son of Admiral Harland went out to New
Orleans, made a fortune as a silversmith and jeweller,
and became the most prominent citizen in the city of
his adoption. He was Henry Harland's great-great-
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